THE   PHCENIX

WAKEFUL, I saw my window sashed

With silver light before sunrise.
When, suddenly, the Phoenix flashed
A rainbow streak across the skies;
And it was gone before I said:

The Phoenix! In a book I read
The night before, I learnt to trace
That marvel to the happy place
It flies in, neither linde nor lawn
Of Earth, but in the Groves of Dawn.

There are so many things, the sight

Goes clean through as it were X-ray;
The finer things that hide in light,

Or in the heaven, that one might say,
Invisible, but we who know
How heedlessly the sight can go,
Employ the mind's eye but to find
That we are marvellously blind.

There are so many things that I

Could see that now seem to be hid,
I feel that they would crowd the sky

If I but lifted up a lid;
Or sang a song, or gave a shout,
That I would see them standing out:
But, as it is, what have I done
With all I've seen under the sun?